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Junior sighed, standing in front of the door to the studio. What kind of mood would Dave be in today? 
Considering they spent the last half of the night separate, probably not too good of one. He rubbed at his face, 


deep breath, and as neutrally as he could, opened the door. 


Their producer Paul was sitting in front of the booth looking irritated, as Dave was inside, feverishly trying to 
explain the drum line to Chuck David inwardly groaned, and made his way over to sit on the sofa Right as he 
plopped down, Jeff entered the room. 


"Hey, Junior." He smiled shyly as he sat down next to him. He took a small sip from his mug of coffee. Junior 
looked longingly at it. 


"Hey, there more of that somewhere?" He asked, trying but failing to suppress his desire. 


"Oh!" Jeff started. "Yeah, over in the kitchen. Uh, here, actually, take mine." He smiled softly again, handing it 


over. 


"Dude! Thanks!" David excitedly grabbed the mug with both hands, too engulfed in caffeine to notice the way 
his hands brushed Jeff's, or the way Jeff's smile grew and his gaze lingered. 


Dave burst in noisily, sent a scowl in the general direction of the couch, and yelled into the microphone to 


"better get it fucking right this time," before making his way over to them. 


Jeff looked away quickly as Dave approached, and jumped up, all but scurrying away and muttering about more 


coffee. 


Dave was too busy glaring at Junior to care, and he sat down next to him. Junior didn't flinch, just continued 


to sip his beverage, and the silence grew. 
"Where the fuck did you go last night, huh, Junior?" He hissed. 


David squeezed his eyes shut tightly at Dave's accusatory tone. He set the cup of coffee on the table before 
turning to him. "Look, Dave, let's not talk about this now, okay?" He had grabbed Dave's forearm with both his 
hands, squeezing it pleadingly. Dave shrugged him off. 


"Fine." He grabbed the coffee mug, and took a large gulp. "But you've got some damn explaining to do." He took it 


with him as he walked over to Paul and began talking music again, effectively ignoring David. 


David sighed and put his hands over his face, leaning heavily back into the couch. Jeff entered the room again, 


and upon seeing Junior, smirked. 

"Here." He said, setting his cup down in place of the other one. David looked up just in time to see Jeffs tight 
assed jeans walking away for yet another cup of coffee. He smiled and sipped as he spared a glance or two at 
the other guitarist exiting the room. 
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Later, after everyone had eaten dinner and played their parts for the day, they sat around drinking and talking 
in the studio. David was feeling pretty good, he was joking around with Jeff and Paul, enjoying himself and 
seemingly off the hook for earlier. 


But Dave hadn't forgotten. 


He polished off his beer and stood abruptly, staring at Junior in a way that left no room for discussion, while 


gesturing with his head towards the door. Eyes downcast, he quickly finished his drink and followed him out. 
David found him leaning against a lamp post, lighting a cigarette. Deep shadows wove their way around the 
contours of his face and long body, making him look menacing, dangerous, sexy. He slowly approached, and stood 


awkwardly next to him, hunched and awaiting his fate. 


Dave finished his cigarette slowly, letting Junior grow anxious. He finally took one last drag, ground it 
aggressively out on the ground, and grabbed David suddenly by the collar. 


"So," He hissed, pulling him close. "Where the fuck were you last night?" 
David gripped the hands that were holding him, not answering, shocked at the sudden violent move. 


"All | did was break one of your shitty ass tapes, Junior." He shook him a little, for emphasis. "You didn't have 
to run off like some little pussy. Huh!?" He spat out, irritated. Demanding. 


"It wasn't just onel" He insisted, "It was like," he sputtered, "It was like fuckin'-- all of ‘em, ya jackass!" He tried 
pushing back, tried fighting back, but Dave just shoved him back against the lamp post. A low hollow sound 
made it's way across the empty parking lot as his head hit the pole. 

"Don't try an’ change the damn subject, Junior." He said his pet name with an air of condescension. "Where. 
Were. You? | bet you went off with that dumb ass skank that was stupid enough to flirt with you the other 
day, didn't you?" 


David rolled his eyes. "No, Dave, Jesus!" 


Dave pushed him harder to the post. "You ain't in a situation to get lippy, Junior." Hls voice was low and rough, 


like gravel under a Harley's wheels. 

David tried to pry Dave's hands away from his throat as he choked out, ".. l.. " Cough. "Dave, for fuck's sake." 
His gripped lessened, slightly, and David gulped in air. "I went to Eric's." He finally said, looking up at Dave to see 
his reaction. The grip on his shirt and neck lessened considerably this time. 


"Eric's?" Dave asked, his eyes un-squinted and all else suddenly forgotten, the demon in him receding. 


"Yeah, dude." David grinned hugely. "I crashed there ‘cause | could barely remember my fuckin’ name, dude." He 
chuckled, "You know how good Eric's shit is." 


Dave smiled, "And you brought some back with ya as an apology for runnin’ off, didn'tcha?" 
David nodded slowly, "Course... It's in my bunk" 


Dave's smile widened, his hands traveling from his neck teasingly down to rest on his hips, and whispered in his 


ear, "Well, what're we waiting for?" And with a quick squeeze of Junior's ass, he was off. 


Dave's long legs were carrying him quickly towards their bus slash motor home. (Why bother renting an 
apartment?) David fell away from the lamp post, suddenly unstable without Dave there supporting him. But 
while even though David seemed to have won this argument, as he followed his red headed companion he 
couldn't help but feel like he cheated. Like he took steroids to win the olympics. He quickly shrugged that feeling 
off, though, and eagerly forgot and followed him onto the bus. 
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A few balloons of heroin and a half of a bag of weed later, David lay sprawled over Dave's chest, lying 
together in his bunk. He was staring up at the ceiling, watching the smoke curl and float, content and idly 
dancing his fingers over Dave's thigh, playing him like his bass. Dave groaned softly, raising his knees and 
spreading his legs just ever so slightly, allowing Junior access to more of his limb. David ran his hand up and 
down the inside of his thigh, now, and looked up to catch a reaction. 


Dave's moan was muffled as he took another drag from the joint. David smiled, and swiftly moved to cover his 
lips over Dave's, kissing and sucking up the smoke simultaneously. As he pulled away and exhaled, Dave's 
bewildered look had him lightly giggling. Soon, David's giggling turned into raucous laughter, and soon enough he 
felt the vibrations of hysterics from the man underneath him. As the giggles faded away, David thought that 
had hardly ever felt happier. Here with just Dave, blissful, smiling, laughing. Together. 


Suddenly, those thoughts that made him feel warm and loved, turned viciously against him. He lowered his 
head, long hair obscuring his vision and face, and thought, ‘Why couldn't it always be this easygoing? 


Those thoughts were soon banished though, as David felt a large, warm hand brush the hair out of his face, 
and cup his cheek. An evil grin and a second later, he felt that other talented hand working it's way over his 
bum. Impishly smiling down at Dave, he pushed back into that groping hand, and swooped in to steal another 
kiss; this time to a more than ready participant. They kissed lazily, languidly, and David moved slowly to 
straddle his bedmate. Hazy eyes met hazy eyes as Dave continued his slow torturous caressing journey over 


Junior's body. David mewled at the minimal contact, grinding for more, but Dave was obviously in no hurry. 


"Relax, baby," He whispered, grabbing Junior's hips and halting his stuttering movements. "Why don't you go 
grab some lube or somethin’? Chill out a little." 


David nodded, "Yeah, alright." He whispered back, and got up quickly. He heard Dave chuckling at him, and slowed 
down his pace as he walked to the door. Catching a quick glance back, he saw Dave relaxed, eyes closed, one 


arm behind his head, and took a quick mental photograph for future reference, when things got hectic. 


He rummaged around as quickly as he could in his mental state, not even looking specifically for lube, but 
something that could do just as good a job. Anything, really. He was horny, damn it. It being at least three days 
ago that he and Dave got up to anything. The last place he checked was out of pure desperation, and much to 
his surprise, he held the tube up triumphantly after he pulled it out of the silver wear drawer. What is was 


doing there, he'd never remember. 
Junior scuttled back, grinning widely, until he heard Dave's loud snoring from just outside the door. 
"Fuck, shit, damn it" He cursed and groaned in frustration. He kicked the door jam lightly, cursing again 


He walked towards the bunk, and sat down on the edge. He tried to rouse Dave from his drug induced stupor 
slash coma, but to no avail. Agitated, he grabbed the still lit joint from Dave's hand and stubbed it out 
viciously. He slid in next to him, begrudgingly attempting to also pass out. 


A few hours later, David was still up, having long ago given up on both sleeping and trying to wake his band 
mate, and instead resigned himself to braiding his hair. It felt silky in his hands, even more so thanks to the 
pot, and he was getting extreme enjoyment out of his imagined reactions that Dave would have upon realizing 


his new hair style. 


Finishing off one last braid, David decided to go out and about, see what everyone was up to, and why exactly 
no one had come back to the bus yet. He was still feeling pretty good, and he grabbed a pack of cigarettes on 
the way out. He placed one on his lips and distractedly opened the door, only to run into someone who was 


trying to come in. He looked up, and grinned. 
"Oh, hey Jeff! What's up?" He snickered, cig bouncing. "Gotta light?" 


"Hey, yeah, sure. Here." He held up the flame, the light intimate between them. He made timid eye contact as 
Junior sucked in his cheeks, the small light creating deep erotic hollows. Jeff's face colored slightly, and he 


looked away. 
After a moment, he cleared his throat. "Uh, well, I'm gonna go catch some sleep.." 
"Nah, man, Dave is sawin' logs in there. Good luck." 


Jeff looked perplexed as to what to do. He didn't want to go back to the studio alone, because Chuck and Paul 
had gone out to a bar, and he definitely didn't want to try to sleep through Dave's snoring. Or be alone with 


him. He stood in front of the bus, not making a move in but not making a move to go anywhere else. 
"Come walk with me?" Junior suggested. 


Jeff tried not to sound too eager when he replied. "Yeah, okay. Good idea, | can practically hear Dave from 


here." 


Junior laughed loudly, and swung a friendly arm over Jeff's shoulders as they made their way across the 
empty parking lot. David was feeling light headed and free, weaving and unconsciously leaning on Jeff for 
support. Jeff laughed along with his antics, enjoying having David's arm around his shoulders. They had only 
walked half way around the studio building before David stopped to lean against the wall. Their backs molded to 


the rough brick behind them, supporting them. He pulled Jeff with him, his arm still around his neck, and 
finished off his cigarette. Jeff held loosely onto David's wrist, and David put his head down on his shoulder. 


It's Too heavy. He reasoned. Jeff nodded, not that he really minded. 


They stood in companionable silence, Jeff not really knowing what to say, David too high to notice anything 
anyways. It was dark on this side of the building, the rays from the lamp post curved around and barely made 


their presence known. 
David broke the silence quietly. "You're doin’ really good picking up on those guitar tracks, you know?" 


Jeff turned his head, their faces close in the dark, he smiled and breathed out his thanks. David nodded and 
starting playing with Jeffs smooth dark chocolate locks. 


"You've soft hair.." He turned his face, murmuring into Jeffs neck. His breathing hitched as Junior wound his 
hand up into the hair on the back of his neck. They stood there in equilibrium, looking at each other and 
breathing the same air, and before either of them could move, they heard the door of the bus slam shut. The 
bubble broken, they jumped apart quickly, not making eye contact, each red faced and nervous. 


A loud, "Damn it!" could be heard from across the way. David swore also, and turned in the direction of Dave's 
voice. Before he left, though, he reached over to Jeff, and gave his hand a quick squeeze. He ran off to find 
Dave, before he got into something, and left Jeff around the corner to himself, feeling fuzzy and holding his 
hand to his chest. 
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Luckily for everyone and all inanimate objects in the surrounding area, David got Dave back to bed just fine 


that night. After he unbraided his hair, of course. 


They headed to the studio the next morning and everyone was already there, setting up. It was a rare day 
where everything seemed to be smoothly moving along. Songs were being composed, people were getting along, 


generally, and things were looking good. That is, until Dave realized something.. 

Everyone was taking a quick break, and Dave sat down next to Junior on the couch. He scratched at his arms 
as he turned to him, and asked, seemingly all in one breath: "So, you got more of Eric's shit in the bunk, 
right?" 


"Well, only some pot is left." 


"Fuck" He ran his fingers through his hair roughly, "Okay, I'll be back in like an hour. Don't nobody go fucking 
anywhere, we've got shit to dol" With that, he stood up and practically ran out of the studio. 


"Well, shit." Said Chuck. "What now?" 


"Well, you heard ‘im. Just gotta wait, he shouldn't be gone long." Junior replied, nonchalant. 

So the soldiers waited, lost without their General. An hour past, then another, and they grew impatient. Finally, 
amid an onslaught of nasty looks, David reluctantly let them go. They all wandered off in different directions, all 
heading down whatever road their drug of choice lead them. 

David walked over to the bus slowly, agonizing over how upset he knew Dave would be at him for not doing 
things his way. ‘Although,’ he thought, ‘by this rate, when Dave gets back it'll probably be tomorrow morning 
all ready and we'll all be in the studio waiting for him anyways! He still sighed heavily, though, and hunched his 
shoulders as he walked. He worried whenever Dave went out like that. When he was desperate for a hit and 
even more quick tempered. He wondered if this is how Dave felt last night, and smiled at the thought of giving 
him a taste of his own medicine. The worry, however, always outweighed the sweetness of revenge. 

As he was climbing up and opening the door to the bus, a voice stopped him. 

"Junior! Hey, Junior! Wait up!" It was Jeff. David turned around and watched as he ran towards him. When he 
arrived to the bus, he bent over panting, trying to catch his breath, his sides heaving. David looked down at 
Jeff's position and unconsciously licked his lips before he answered. 

"Yah? What's up?" 

Jeff threw back his head of hair, his face was pink tinged from exertion as he grinned up at Junior. 

"What're you up to?" 


"Oh, | dunno. What're you planning?" He grinned back. 


Jeff's smile only widened. "| found a whole buncha change in the couch sitting around today. Wama head over 


to that arcade on 25th?" 

Junior's face exploded with excitement. "Hell YEAH!" He jumped off the bus steps and flung his arm around 
Jeff's shoulders again, and began pulling him forward. Jeff returned the favor, laughing and enjoying being 
pulled along. 


As they continued to walk, they removed their arms from the other's shoulder, but still kept the same close 
distance between them, arms and finger tips brushing. Sharing pavement and secret glances. 


"So, Junior, what game do are ya gonna play first?" Jeff glanced over at his quiet companion 
David just shrugged, and continued walking. A few steps later, he spoke. 


"You know," He started, looking over at Jeff, his feathery hair floating in the breeze, "You can call me David, if 


you want.. Or you can just call me Dave.” 


Jeff threw a smirk and a quirked eye-brow in his direction. David quickly justified himself: "My Mom calls me 


Dave, you know!" 

‘Mmmm... okay, Dave." 

"Oh, shut the fuck up! I'm so gonna kick your ass at Pacman!" 

Jeff was giggling now. "Yeah, okay, sure thing, Dave!" 

"Dude, stop saying it like that! Junior punched Jeff in the arm, his laughter taking away any malice it mightve 
carried. "I'm serious, you really don't have to call me Junior just ‘cause he does. David or Dave, | don't really 
care, but don't feel like you have to call me Junior, you know?" 


Jeff's eyes softened as he gazed at David's profile. "Yeah, alright, Dave." This time when he said it, he meant it. 


"Although," David lifted his gaze to match Jeff's, "Probably shouldn't call me that around Dave Senior. He'd get 
pretty pissed about that one, huh!" 


Jeff nodded, and joined in with David's giggles, finally reaching their destination 

"Well, David, you ready to get your ass handed to you on a fucking silver platter?" 

"Yeah, right! | almost feel bad wasting your money when all's its gonna do is make ya a loser!" 
The friendly banter went on, and the quarters kept it rolling. 

ww he hw Rew 


The boys made their way back to the bus an hour or so later, the change river having run dry, only to find it 
still deserted. So they clambered on, David bee-lining for his bunk, intent on smoking it up. 


He sat on his bed, and rolled a joint with quick, practiced ease, and lit it, inhaling in succession like it was going 
out of style. Jeff slid in next to Junior, and yoinked it from his hand, taking a few puffs himself. David threw 
his arm over Jeff's shoulders again, the action quickly becoming routine for the pair. He grabbed the joint, and 
leaned back, dragging Jeff down with him so he was half way leaning on his chest. Jeff was so easygoing, he 
could get used to that. 


As the blunt grew smaller, David's hands grew bolder. He started out small, fingers brushing Jeffs hair, then 
his shoulders and neck, until he was out right molesting his chest. Jeff purred in satisfaction, until a nipple 


tweak startled him out of his relaxed trance. 


"Hey, hey. What if Dave comes back? Don't." He tried to sit up, but David's arm held him in place. He took a 


lazy drag before he answered. 


"Dave's not here, man And who fucking knows when he'll be back. Fucker's high as shit on smack by now and 


probably don't even know his own name. Relax. Here, have another drag." 


Looking back and forth between the joint and David, he hesitated After a moment, he grabbed David's wrist 
and pulled the blunt to his mouth, brushing his lips on David's hand as he inhaled. David sucked in his breath 
sharply, and then smiled, running an open palm over Jeff's chest and nipple again, causing a moaning exhalation 


of smoke. 


David stubbed the finished joint out, and lit another. One right after the next, they smoked until the bag was 
near empty. The whole time David was running his hand over Jeff, pulling both his nipples up to hard little 
nubs under his tight shirt, teasing his shirt up and tickling his belly button. Agonizingly running his finger under 
the band on Jeff's boxers, teasing him, not going any further. And Jeff all the while was lightly caressing his 
thigh, both of them tauntingly avoiding the others growing bulge. Making heavy lidded eye contact and 
purposefully hollowing thier cheeks. 


Jeff caved first as David ran his fingers lighty over his hard crotch, rubbing his hand over the buldge, feeling 
it pulse under his fingers. His hips twitching, Jeff let out his new partner's name in a breathy moan 


"Junior... Ah!" 


David turned his face and chuckled lighty into Jeffs neck, first blowing air over it, sending shivers down Jeff's 
spine, before kissing and nipping. Jeff turned his body and slid his leg up over David's thigh, settling it 
inbetween his legs. He plastered his body to David's side, ground his hard on into David's hand, trapped between 


them, and bared his neck, offering more skin to plunder. 


David brought his hand from between them to grip Jeff's ass and pull him closer, pull thier groins together. 
The other hand he tangled in Jeff's hair, pulling his head back even further, his neck arched pornographically 
as David licked and sucked. 


Jeff gripped David's shirt in his hands, shuddering and grinding for more delicious friction. He panted, moaned, 
gasping for breath like a fish out of water. Thier skin shone with the beginnings of sweat in the florescent 
light. David reached up and turned the light off, and met Jeff's lips in the new found darkness. They kissed 
urgently, desperately, afraid that this moment wouldn't last. David's tongue easily dominated Jeff's, and in one 
fluid movement, he flipped them so he was on top, straddling Jeff, as he tore his shirt off. He grinned evilly, 
and reached down to rid Jeff of his as well, quickly making work of the rest of thier clothes. 


David sat down ontop of Jeff again, and they both let out a strangled moan as thier cocks touched for the 
first time. David took them both in his warm calloused hand and begain stroking. 


"Ng! Junior!" Jeff moaned, hips pumping into that tight circle of his fist, the pleasure ripping through him. 


David leaned down, and whispered in his ear. "Call me Dave.." 


His gaze was met with the confused one of Jeff's. "Huh.? Uh, uh, oh!" He was barely coherent, frantacally 


rutting up agaisnt Junior. 


"Call me Dave, remember?" He asked again, up stroking with one hand, reaching down and teasing Jeff's hole 


with the other. 
Rememberance flashed across Jeffs eyes, followed closely by lust as David teased him. 
"Oh, Dave.." He breathed, "Oh, please.. Fuck." 


David smiled, and grabbed the previously abandoned lube from the bed side table. He settled between Jeff's 
legs, pulling them wide apart. Jeff looked up at him, hair disheveled, lips red and swollen. Chest heaving, 


"Please, do it. Hurry." 


David felt a surge of pleasure rush through him as he realized how much power he had at this moment. He 


never got this feeling before, and he was hungry for more. 

“Shhh...” He whispered, "I'm here, don't worry. I've got ya." 

He slicked some lube on his fingers, and slowly pushed them inside Jeff. Jeff moaned loudly at finally being 
breeched, enjoying the stretch while waves of anticipation rolled over him. Soon a second finger was added, and 
then a third. Jeffs ass greedily pulling them all in as he thrust himself shamelessly down onto them. 

"Dave, please, please." He moaned, pleading with his words and his eyes at David to finally, finally fuck him. 

It became too much, and David relented. He spread lube up and down his shaft, and positioned himself at Jeff's 
entrance. He slowly pushed the head in, gauging Jeff's reaction When he got almost none, he gave a hard 


thrust and was sheathed inside Jeff in seconds. Their moans chorused and echoed off the walls. 


He thrust fast and hard into the tight heat of Jeff, setting a grueling pace. If Jeffs near constant slew of 


moans and whines were any indication, he didn't mind at all. 

"Oh, Dave! Oh, God.. Gonna cum, gonna.. Oh, oh!" 

"Yeah, say my name.. Come on." He grabbed Jeff's dick, pulling hard. 
"Dave, oh fuck Dave! Daavveeeel" 


Jeffs mouth opened in a silent scream. His whole body tightened and he arched off the bed, the walls of his 


ass constricting so tightly around David that he followed quickly in his orgasm, coating Jeffs insides as Jeff 
coated his outsides. 


David would look back on this night and pretend the reason he came so hard was because of Jeffs tight butt 
around his dick, and that of course played a part. But, if he really thought about it, it was because of the 
power he felt after being called ‘Dave He loved Dave, loads and loads, found the nick-name he gave him cute, 
even. But being called ‘Junior’ only left him one spot in thier relationship. Jeff gave him more than a cool dude 
to hang out with; with Jeff he was in charge. That night gave him a glimpse into Dave's crazy head, and he 
smiled at the thought of being able to understand, even a little, why he was treated the way he was. So 
despite all the bull shit Dave put him through sometimes, he loved that he was able to give what he just felt 
with Jeff to Dave every night. For that, he had Jeff to thank. So David make a pact with himself to from now 
on, no matter how crazy Dave got (in bed or out), or how many times he tied him up, he'd enjoy it even more 
knowing how it made Dave feel. 


David pulled out and collasped next to Jeff, and tried to catch his breath. 
"Fuck, Jeff" He whispered, and pulled him into a sloppy, breathless kiss. 


Jeff smiled up at David as the kiss ended He murmered happily into his neck, and snuggled close. The pair soon 
fell asleep, tangled together and slightly sticky. 
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The harsh morning light poured into the small bunk, illuminating one half of last night's mischief. David wasn't 
surprised that he woke up alone, he kind of expected it, honestly. He groaned and forced himself up, and was 
greeted by Dave in the kitchen, who's under eyes were dark and his hair wild. Dave looked him up and down, his 
eyes containing barely restrainted anger when he noticed hickeys marring Junior's chest and neck He growled, 
and stomped out of the bus. 


So Junior wasn't too surprised when Jeff stopped showing up to band practice. He kind of expected it, honestly. 


